Mr. Rasulala takes it and looks at the baby faced man in the photograph.
Brier Mazden.
ADLEY
The Dumas Luxury Hotel. Room eight thirteen.
Mr. Rasulala looks at the wide eyed old man, then, he folds and pockets the picture and heads for the door.
The money has already been deposited into your Caymen account.
Mr. Rasulala leaves the old man in silence.
INT. DUMAS HOTEL (BAR) -NIGHT
BRIER MAZDEN, twenty-seven, a baby face in a gray Roman cut suit sits in a booth and converses with... TOMAS MIKAL, forty-five, African American, sports a sharp as a straight razor suit with horn rimmed glasses.
Brier drinks a Moscow Mule.
Tomas sips on an aged bourbon. 
BRIER

INT. DUMAS HOTEL (ELEVATOR) -CONTINUOUS
Halo's manicured hand pokes and illuminates the number eight in the swanky carpeted and metallic lift.
Halo bites her lip as Brier licks, kisses, and lightly bites her neck and ear.
INT. HOTEL LAUREN (ROOM) -CONTINUOUS
A pair of tan tactical gloved hands tosses a suitcase onto the pristine king sized bed.
The two hands unlock the case.
CLICK! INT. DUMAS HOTEL (ELEVATOR) -CONTINUOUS
Brier flips the woman in yellow around, his belly to her back.
He unbuckles and unzips his pants like he's trying to set a world record for fastest time to draw your dick.
Halo bends over at a forty-five degree angle, and slowly lifts her dress up to her waist.
INT. HOTEL LAUREN (ROOM) -CONTINUOUS
The hard knuckled gloved hands snap together three parts of an assault rifle, and checks the scope on the tan and black FN SCAR.
Mr. Rasulala configures the glass and screws on the suppressor.
INT. DUMAS HOTEL (SIXTH FLOOR) -CONTINUOUS
Brier jackhammers that ass, skin smacks skin. 
INT. THE LAUREN HOTEL -CONTINUOUS
The man in the black as a starless night suit checks the clip of his weapon.
Twenty rounds of rubber bullets.
CLICK!
Rasulala snaps the magazine in place.
He heads to the window, slides it up, then turns and cuts off all the lights in the room.
He aims out of the window from the dark.
MR. RASULALA POV
The scope scans the building across the street. The optic sweeps across several large windows, with small CAUTION stickers on the upper right corner of each pane, before it settles on one.
THE LAUREN HOTEL
Mr. Rasulala holds his position.
INT. DUMAS HOTEL (EIGHTH FLOOR) -CONTINUOUS DING!
The doors creep open on the executive style eighth level.
Tongues, lips, and spit clashes as the two make out like porn stars.
Brier rushes her past a handful of rooms until he stops at room eight-thirteen with two big ass GUARDS in tactical gear, each one holds their own Kalashnikov.
The two chuckle at the sight.
Brier whips his room key out and slips it in, the tiny light on the door turns from red to green.
The two burst in the room and shut the door.
Instantaneously.
Brier crashes into the pavement, the force rattles the spine, decommissions both hips, compound fractures the left shin, and spider webs seventy percent of the mans skull.
Done-zo.
It rains glass shards shortly after the sickening impact.
EXT. THE LAUREN HOTEL -CONTINUOUS
One of the many rooms windows close as screams and cries for help fill the street.
INT. ADLEY INVESTMENTS (MEETING ROOM) -NIGHT
Adley stands by a crackling fire in his work room. ADLEY Can't believe he's gone.
William crosses the room, sits behind his desk, and pulls out a bottle of bourbon and a glass.
Shaky hands pour a drink. ADLEY They said he and the girl died on impact. It was quick.
Adley knocks back his neat drink. TOMAS Quick and unfortunate. Brier was good with money, but greedy.
The Chief Financial Adviser sits on the guests side of the desk.
EXT. STREET -NIGHT (FLASHBACK)
A classic American muscle car growls through the streets and makes its way onto the freeway.
INT. AMERICAN MUSCLE CAR -CONTINUOUS (FLASHBACK)
Mr. Rasulala, cool as a god damned icicle, punches it.
INT. ADLEY INVESTMENTS (OFFICE) -NIGHT (PRESENT)
Adley sighs and relaxes in his chair. ADLEY So, we agree on thirty percent, then? TOMAS Given your expertise, my organization wouldn't mind parting with thirty percent at all. ADLEY Fantastic. Send the first fifty thousand in a week and we can get started.
The two shake hands. 
EXT. ADLEY INVESTMENTS (OFFICE) -NIGHT
Among the tree line that surrounds the eight nine hole golf course, Mr. Rasulala looks up from the scope of his silenced FN SCAR.
He packs the weapon up into his briefcase, and fades away into the night.
END.
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